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Henry refuses to understand, doing his best to look uncon-
cerned.

HER HUSBAND. Do these manuscripts seem at all familiar
to you, may I ask ?

HE. Manuscripts?

HER HUSBAND. Yes. Would you like to look at them a
little closer? [He proffers them under Henrfs nose}.

HE [as with a sudden illumination of glad surprise} Why,
these are my poems!

HER HUSBAND. So I gather.

HE. What a shame! Mrs Bompas has shewn them to
you ! You must think me an utter ass. I wrote them years
ago after reading Swinburne's Songs Before Sunrise.
Nothing would do me then but I must reel off a set of
Songs to the Sunrise. Aurora, you know : the rosy fingered
Aurora. Theyre all about Aurora. When Mrs Bompas told
me her name was Aurora, I couldnt resist the temptation
to lend them to her to read. But I didnt bargain for your
unsympathetic eyes.

HER HUSBAND [grinning"} Apjohn : thats really very ready
of you. You are cut out for literature; and the day will
come when Rory and I will be proud to have you about
the house. I have heard far thinner stories from much
older men.

HE [with an air of great surprise} Do you mean to imply
that you dont believe me ?

HER HUSBAND. Do you expect me to believe you ?

HE. Why not ?  I dont understand.

HER HUSBAND. Come! Dont underrate your own clever-
ness, Apjohn. I think you understand pretty well.

HE. I assure you I am quite at a loss. Can you not be a
little more explicit?

HER HUSBAND. Dont overdo it, old chap. However, I will
just be so far explicit as to say that if you think these poems
read as if they were addressed, not to a live woman, but
to a shivering cold time of day at which you were never
out of bed in your life, you hardly do justice to your own